272                        JEAN PAUL KRIEDRICH BICHTER.

this date; and to the present hour I congratulate myself on once
hurrying out of church, though I had confessed but the day pre-
vious ; and running, without more ceremony, and before I had
received the sacrament, into the charnel-house, because a heavy
thunder-cloud (which did, in fact, strike the churchyard linden-
tree) was hovering over it. So soon as the cloud had disloaded
itself, I returned from the charnel-house into the church, and was
happy enough to come in after the Hangman (usually the last),
and so still participate in the Feast of Love.

Such, for my own part, is my manner of proceeding: but in
the full stage-coach I met with men to whom Natural Philosophy
was no philosophy at all. For when the clouds gathered dread-
fully together over our coach-canopy, and sparkling, began to play
through the air like so many fire-flies, and I at last could not but
request that the sweating coach-conclave would at least bring out
their watches, rings, money and suchlike, and put them all into
one of the carriage-pockets, that none of us might have a con-
ductor on his body; not only would no one of them do it, but my
own brother-in-law the Dragoon even sprang out, with naked
disiwn sword, to the coach-box, and swore that he would conduct
the thunder all away himself. Nor do I know whether this des-
perate mortal was not acting prudently; for our position within
was frightful, and any one of us might every moment be a dead
man. At last, to crown all, I got into a half altercation with two
of the rude members of our leathern household, the Poisoner and
the Harlot; seeing, by their questions, they almost gave me to
understand that, in our conversational picnic, especially with the
Blind Passenger, I had not always come off with the best share.
Such an imputation wounds your honour to the quick; and in my
breast there was a thunder louder than that above us : however,
I was obliged to carry on the needful exchange of sharp words as
quietly and slowly as possible; and I quarrelled softly, and in a
low tone, lest in the end a whole coachful of people, set in arms
against each other, might get into heat and perspiration; and so,
by vapour steaming through the coach-roof, conduct the too-near
thunderbolt down into the midst of us. At last, I laid before the

103. The Great perhaps take as good charge of their posterity as the Ants i
the eggs once laid, the male and female Ants fly about their business, and con-
fide them to the trusty working-Ants.

10. And does Life offer us, in regard to our ideal hopes and purposes, any-
thing but a prosaic, unrhymed, unmetrical Translation ?